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protect him. He had been in his most cynical,
mocking, restless tcmpe^ treating her as though
she were a helpless child, assuming for himself an
air of profound wisdom (which was, as she well
knew, quite unjustified)* She could only control
or have any influence over him by asking him no
questions. She would not ask Henry Static any-
thing. The lovely intimacy of that wonderful
June day at Newington had never returned. She
had been wise to tell herself that day that she must
treasure if, for there would not be many like it*
Her anxiety over him only made her love him the
more, hut she was working in the dark, fearing she
knew not what, dreading some awful disaster.
She never saw Henry Stane without knowing her
fear increase. And she was not yet twenty-two
years of age.

However, it was her nature to be concerned
with the happiness of everyone who came near to
her, and, before they started, she was busy with all
the Robinson children* They were a dirty little
group, as, indeed, necessity forced them to be,
Judith, with her passion for cleanliness, had kept
her place as decent as she might, hut the rest of the
house, although some of the rooms were let to
gentlemen of means, was a pig-sty. Many of the
window-frames were black with soot, windows
were stuffed with paper and rag; in one room
eleven members of an Irish family slept in two
beds; a drunken tailor on the floor above Judith
kept a pig in his apartment*

Mrs. Robinson had enough to do with her
lodgers, her family and her husband's appren-